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Piano-playing Rabbit 


Have you heard of the rabbit that 
can play the piano? He doesn’t just run up 
and down the notes, either. He plays hymns 
well enough for church. 

And that isn’t all. He can play baseball. 
He hasn’t hit a home run yet, but doubt- 
less with a little more practice he will be 
able to. 

I happen to know this clever rabbit 
quite well, for he stays most of the time in 
my top dresser drawer. 

He died some years ago, yet last night 
I watched him thread a needle, and sew 
on a button! 

Stranger still, he couldn’t do any of these 
unusual things until he was dead! 

Indeed, if he hadn’t died, I suppose he 
would never have been anything but an 
ordinary rabbit. He would have gone on 
hopping around, nibbling carrots, and dig- 
ging holes to live in, just as rabbits do. 

But, as I said, this rabbit died. He stopped 





















doing the things ordinary rabbits do. And 
it seemed for a while as though the end 
of all things had come for him. As it turned 
out, however, his death was just the be- 
ginning. 

For someone made that rabbit into a 
glove, a beautiful, fur-lined glove, and it 
was given to me for a birthday present. 

The glove couldn’t do a thing as it lay 
in the pretty gift box. But the minute I put 
my hand into it that dead-rabbit-turned- 


into-a-glove suddenly came alive. It a | 


to do all sorts of things. 


But the things it did now were not the 
things that living rabbits do. Oh, no. They 
were much more clever than that. The 
things it did now were the things I did. 
That’s when I discovered it could play the 
piano. So long as it was on my hand, it 
could play as well as I could! 

And as time went on I noticed that as 
it trusted me enough to let me do what 
I wanted with it, that dead rabbit was 
able to do almost anything a human being 
could do. Certainly no living rabbit could 
have done so well. 

The reason I tell you all this is that some 
time ago I read of a man who was able 
to do much better things after he died than 
he could before he died. 


His name was Paul. He said, “I am cruci- 
fied with Christ: nevertheless I live; yet 
not I, but Christ liveth in me: and the life 
which I now live in the flesh I live by the 
faith of the Son of God” (Gal. 2:20). 

What he meant, of course, was that the 
sinful old life in which he had been unkind 
and cruel had been put to death. 


Now Jesus had come to live in him 
(like my putting my hand into the glove), 
and as long as Paul had enough faith in 
Jesus to let Him do what He wanted with 
him, he did—not the sinful things he used 
to do—but the good things Christ did. 


And if we will put to death our bad 
habits and sinful thoughts, and ask Jesus 
to come into us, we will soon be doing the 
good things Jesus does, too. 


Your friend, 


huts Ware 

















The Joke That 
i” 


MAtt SAUNDERS was a practical joker. 
Many times he gave his friends a good 
laugh, at somebody else’s expense. His 
friends did not really mind, because he was 
a likable fellow, and could take a joke him- 
self if one was played on him. 

One day he was sitting with some of his 
friends at a table in the school lunchroom, 
when he noticed that another friend, Jerry, 
was still paying for his food at the lunch line. 

This was a good chance to play a joke 


By ELLEN E. 





Wasn't Funny 
MORRISON 


on Jerry, he decided. After all, Jerry had 
put salt in his milk yesterday. 

“Watch what happens when Jerry comes,” 
he said to the other boys with a wink. The 
others smiled and were immediately inter- 
ested. What Matt did was always good for 
a laugh. 

Jerry approached the table and put his 
tray down. He pulled out the chair and 
started to sit down. Matt suddenly yanked 

To page 19 


The moment Jerry started to sit down, Matt quickly pulled the chair out from under him. 
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GIVING AWAY HER BABY 


By ELVA B. GARDNER 





rr missionary paused on the banks of 
the Ganges River in Benares, India, to 
look again at the hundreds of pilgrims 
bathing there. It wasn’t the first time he 
had seen this sight, for he had worked for 
these poor heathen people many years. 

At this early morning hour the people 
were doing puja (worship) to the sun god 
as it came up in the east. The worshipers 
stood in the water facing the east, dipping 
handfuls of the filthy water and offering it 
to the sun. As the water trickled through 
their fingers they mumbled prayers. 

Many of these pilgrims had traveled 
hundreds of miles, sleeping on the steps of a 
wayside temple at night. They believed 
that if they could bathe in the Ganges 
River, or die with their feet in it, they 
would be assured of eternal life. 

The missionary looked in pity upon the 
people before him. If only they would 
open their hearts to the message of the 
gospel, he mused, they would know how 
useless was this worship of the sun. 


Slowly he moved on, repeating to him- 
self the words of the song: 
“What can wash away my sins? 
Nothing but the blood of Jesus. 
What can make me pure within? 
Nothing but the blood of Jesus.” 


Beyond the bathers were the burning 
ghats where bodies were cremated. Great 
piles of wood were ready for the dead who 
would be brought that day. There were 
smoldering heaps from the previous day. 
Here and there a relative scraped up the 
ashes of a loved one and threw them over 
the waters of the Ganges, mumbling prayers. 
A dog searched for portions of unburned 
flesh. 

The waters of the river lapped over the 
feet of a man lying on the river edge. The 
missionary drew nearer and saw that he 
was dying. Friends had doubtless placed 
him there, that his salvation might be as- 
sured. 

The missionary went on his way, follow- 
ing a path along the bank of the river. 
He passed a woman who was sitting near 
the water with a baby in her arms, swaying 
back and forth, crying and moaning. A 
little boy of about two years of age played 
in the sand nearby. 

“Perhaps she is in need of help,” 
missionary said to himself, and he turned 
back to talk with her. 

He knelt down on the sand and asked 
what her trouble was. The woman con- 
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tinued to sway back and forth, moaning 
and crying. The missionary noticed that 
the little one in her arms was scarcely more 
than a skeleton. 

“The gods are angry with me! The gods 
are angry with me!” and she continued to 
sway and moan. 

“Why do you say the gods are angry 
with you?” the missionary asked. 

“I must have sinned greatly in a former 
life, else the gods would not have given 
me this sickly little girl.” 

The missionary tried to comfort the 
woman, speaking of the true God and His 
love, but she would not be comforted. 

The Hindus prefer little boys, and aren't 
too pleased when little girls come into the 
family, unless they already have several 
boys. This woman felt that it was bad 
enough that her second child was a girl. 
A sickly girl couldn’t mean anything else 
than that in a former life, of which she 
knew nothing, she must have committed 
a sin that had made the gods angry. 

The missionary talked about the lovely, 


healthy little son that God had given her, 
but she still cried and moaned. He went 
on his way, realizing how much there is to 
be done in India before the millions of 
Hindus know about Jesus. 

Later that day the missionary, returning 
to his home, passed the same spot. The 
woman was still swaying back and forth, 
holding her baby. But the little boy was 
not with her! Suddenly a horrible thought 
struck him! 

“Where is your little boy?” he asked. 

“I gave him to the Ganges River to 
please the gods, sir.” 

It was too late to do anything about it 
now. The missionary was silent a moment, 
then asked her, “If you wanted to make a 
sacrifice to your gods, why did you not 
give the sickly little girl? Why did you 
give the little son you loved so much?” 

And, junior friend of mine, her reply is 
something for you and me to think about. 

She said, “Sir, my gods are worthy only 
of my best.” 

How about your wonderful God? 





The Indians think that if they bathe in this filthy river, their sins will be washed. away. 
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By IVY R. DOHERTY 





CHAPTER 3: SOME PATCHES OF SUNSHINE 





WHAT HAPPENED BEFORE: 


Everyone, it seemed to Alice, picked on her because 
she kept the Sabbath. Adele, Tom Sneddon, and even 
Miss Malone made — particularly hard. She felt 
quite unhappy about it. In a drawer in Grandmother's 
house she found twenty-seven pairs of new slippers. 
Mother recognized them as Christmas gifts she had 
sent over the years. —— Grandmother was 
storing up her happiness for a later day, while living 
miserably in the present. Alice realized she was doing 
almost the same thing. She resolved she would stop 
hoping that someday things would be happier, and 
would try to find happiness now. 


A® you there, Granny?” called Alice, as 
she stood at Granny Johnson’s porch 
door. Tall bushes of fragrant-smelling mint 
grew by the kitchen window, and Alice 
broke off a piece to crush and smell. She 
didn’t think there was anything more re- 
freshing to smell in all the world. 

“Are you awake, Granny?” Alice called 
again. 

“Who is it?” came a feeble voice from 
somewhere inside the house. 

Cheerily Alice called, “It’s Alice, Granny. 
I've come to read to you,” and she hurried 
in to Granny Johnson's bedroom. She helped 
the old lady from her bed into her rocking 
chair on the porch. The warm afternoon 
sunshine of autumn was casting its glory 
everywhere. 

“Think you would like me to read from 
the little book I have with me, Granny?” 
Alice asked. 

“Bless your heart,” Granny told her. 
“Fancy you thinking of a poor old blind thing 
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like me, now! Do you know how hard it is 
for me not to be able to see, Alice?” 

“I have some idea, Granny. That is why 
I came to read to you.” 

Alice took the little book from her pocket 
and began to read. It told Granny how Jesus 
had come to the world to teach people to 
be sorry for all the wrong things they had 
done in their lives, and that if they believed, 
He would take them to live with Him some- 
day. He had died on the cross for everyone, 
so that if they wanted to, they could live for- 
ever. 

Granny rocked back and forth, the way 
she always loved to do even before she was 
blind. The reading had made her happier 
than she had been in a long time, she told 
Alice. 

The next Sabbath Alice went again to 
visit Granny Johnson. This time she took 
her Bible and read to Granny about the 
prodigal son who came back to his father, 
and of how happy the father was to receive 
him. Alice told Granny that the Father in 
heaven is just as happy when we come to 
Him after we have wandered away in sin. 
Another day Alice read to Granny about 
the new home God is getting ready for all 
the people who love Him, and she told her 
that when God comes to take His people to 
that home, He would make her see. Tears 
filled her sightless eyes. She longed so much 


























for the happy day Alice was reading about. 

There was a new happiness stealing into 
Alice’s heart these days, for she had begun 
to think more about helping others in need 
than she did about her own little hurts and 
persecutions. 

One happy day Father came home to say 
that he had found work at last. It wasn’t 
much of a job, he said, but digging ditches 
and working in a gravel pit was better than 
doing nothing at all. As soon as Alice heard 
the news she thanked God, because she had 
sked Him many times for this to happen, 

nd at last the answer had come. 

One blustery morning in March Alice 
awoke to hear the radio next door playing 
“Advance Australia Fair!” just before the 
news came on. In the distance she could hear 
the chug-chugging of fishing launches. 
There seemed to be a real stir down at the 
river. She wondered what all the fuss could 
be about. Then she heard Gerry calling to 
Rob, “Guess what, Rob! Hear the launches? 
The sea mullet are running!” Alice thought 
with a smile that Gerry must be just about 
tripping over himself, he sounded so excited! 
Then she became as excited as her brother. 
This was Sunday. That meant that Father 
would be able to take them all out to the 
harbor beach to watch the fishermen bring 





in their haul of sea mul- 
let. 

Mother hurriedly put 
some lunch in a basket 
and the family made 
haste to the river where 
their rowboat was 
moored. 

“Give me one oar, Dad,” pleaded Gerry 
and Rob at the same instant. Mr. Mason 
laughed. “Well, I don’t mind seeing you 
work hard,” he teased, “but I'll tell you 
right now that you'll have to do the trip 
in record time if you want to see the nets 
brought in from the first haul.” 

Gerry and Rob decided they would show 
Alice what excellent oarsmen they were, 
but the tide was running into the river 
and they were trying to row out of the 
river, and they soon discovered that they 
were traveling a long way in an equally 
long time. Eventually, Mr. Mason took 
command, and soon brought them to land. 
A brisk walk through some scrubby brush- 
land brought them to the harbor beach. 
A tall lookout station had been erected for 
the purpose of spotting shoals of sea mullet 
as they journeyed along the waters close 
to the beach, looking for a place to lay 
their eggs. The children noticed a man 





Alice was so surprised when Mr. Archibald asked her to read her composition to the class that 














she just stood and trembled. Then some in the class snickered, but she forced herself to read. 























SPLIT DART OFF, THEN 
~ CAREFULLY CUT TO SHAPE 





— 























TWINE 
~— wa: 











MAKE LAUNCHING 
NOTCH 1” AHEAD OF 
BALANCE POINT 











~ MAKE A LAUNCHING S \OXO 
STICK — ics ue Z 
‘ a 


\ HEAVY 


“LAUNCH NEARLY 
- STRAIGHT UP, AS ~\ 
IN FIRST PICTURE 












~ PLACE KNOT 
IN NOTCH & 


a he 























up in the lookout tower with binoculars 
to his eyes, gazing intently across the harbor 
waters toward the headland. 

Suddenly the man up there gave a shrill 
blast on a whistle, and the people on the 
beach, as though they had almost forgotten 
their mission, jumped to activity. For a 
few wild minutes there were excited yells 
and orders passing back and forth between 
the fishermen and their helpers. Gerry and 
Rob had to get right into it all with their 
dad and some of the other men, pushing 
the fishing boats off the beach and getting 
them steadied in the swelling, heaving wa- 
ters. Alice stood by in awe. While the 
others were so occupied she was watching 
the shoal of mullet moving closer and 
closer to where the men were setting their 
nets for the anticipated catch. The west- 
erly wind was ruffling the water, and now 
and then it sent a cloud or two scudding 
across the sun. The dark shoal would al- 
most disappear, then the sun would smile 
again and thousands of silver bellies would 
flash as they moved languidly along in the 
blue-green of the water. Alice’s heart 
thrilled. God had made some wonderful 
things to look at, and here were these 
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creatures, which had traveled from far out 
to sea, coming into the estuaries and inlets 
to lay their eggs. Alice was glad she knew 
and believed in a God who was a Creator 
and who taught even the wild creatures 
how to live. 

Ah! They had come now within the 
circle of the net. A dull, breathless calm 
settled over the people on the beach. The 
leaders of the shoal might suddenly decide 
to abruptly about face and steer clear of 
the nets altogether. Or there might be so 
many fish that the nets could not stand 
the strain. Then again, there was always 
the desired possibility that the nets would 
catch the right amount and everything 
would turn out just the right way. Alice 
prayed silently that things would be just 
right, for she knew that because Father 
was helping, he would be able to take 
home a whole basket of mullet when the 
haul was finished. Some they would smoke 
for winter and others they would use right 
away. 

The cork line was bobbing teasingly up 
and down in the water. That meant that 
the fish were sailing right into their trap. 


To page 19 
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A GAME TO PLAY - 2 








MICKEY, sitting in bed nursing a broken 
leg, was busy with his stamps. He was 
having a bit of trouble finding the right 
page for four or five new ones his aunt had 
just sent him. While he was putting the 
third one in place, someone said, “May the 
company come in?” And there stood Ted 
at the bedroom door, grinning from ear to 
ear. 
“O Ted, hello! Didn’t even hear you till 
you spoke. You don’t know how I've been 
waiting for you! How long can you stay 
today?” 

“Well, Mickey, I have an errand for my 
mother, but I don’t have to be back for 
maybe half an hour.” 

“Only half an hour? If that’s the case, 
don’t even ask me about my leg or anything 
else; just continue where you le’: off yester- 
day. You said you would. Tell me about that 
other new game you played at the party.” 

Ted had to laugh over Mickey's enthusi- 
asm. 




































































SNIFF 


+ By HERTA GLANZER 


“Sure and I'll keep my promise, so settle 
down.” 

“Was this an animal game too, Ted?” 

“Yes, it was. Ellen called it ‘Sniff.’ She 
said we should pretend this time that we 
were dogs. Dogs may not be able to sneak 
as quietly, but they can smell better than 
cats. 

“While all of us went into the house, 
where Bert’s mother had some riddles for 
us, Ellen arranged the new game outside on 
the lawn. When she came in she gave each 
of us a little piece of slightly moistened cot- 
ton batting. These were the things we were 
to remember about the game: 

“One person at a time would go out and 
the others would time him. The idea was to 
be back as quickly as possible. 

“The starting point was in the house at 
the little box that Ellen was holding. It was 
punctured with several small holes, not big 
enough to see through. Each of us in turn 
was to smell it and then run and find the 
object that the smell 
suggested. When we 
found it there would be 
another box beside it, 
with another smell in 
it. After we were sure 
what it smelled like, we 
would have to look for 
that object, and so on.” 

“Weren't some of the 
children in such a hurry 
to get around that they 
missed some of the 
boxes? That would 

To page 16 
“To start the game,” Ted 
explained, “we all had to 


smell the thing that was 
in the box Ellen held.” 




















PATHFINDER 


Pathfinders That Play and Pray 


JAN S. DOWARD, Reporting 


Au Pathfinders like to play, and the 
Cedar Home Pathfinders of East Stan- 
wood, Washington, play harder than any 
other club in the State. Just look at the 
pictures! 

Last winter they played, earning MV 
Honors in color photography, leathercraft, 
sewing, woodworking, and star study. They 
had even more fun building their own out- 
post camp near Puget Sound, where they 
erected the sleeping shelters themselves. 

The girls chose a site on a high plateau 
in the big trees. The boys dug into a steep 
bank near a cliff, from which they have a 
commanding view of the water. 

Then one day last winter they had a 


cookout in the snow. They dressed warmly 
and had a marvelous time, especially when 
the girls in the cooking class brought on 
the dessert. 

But the Cedar Home Pathfinders also 
like to pray. They learned that there was 
a town about forty miles away in which 
no Seventh-day Adventist had preached 
for twenty years at least. So they told their 
director that if he would go and preach 
there, they would pray for the meetings 
and at the meetings. And not only pray, 
but sing, too, and usher, and give out hand- 
bills, and conduct Bible studies. 

With that kind of cooperation, the di- 

To page 16 


Cooking in the snow at their Warm Beach outpost camp. The Pathfinders built the fire in a low 
ditch covered halfway by two flat boards for a stove. Girls in cooking class brought dessert. 



















































Yo-ho, heave ho! The boys 
struggle to move the old planks 
and logs that have drifted onto 
the beach to make a bridge on 
one of the trails at the camp. 





Pathfinders built 
shelters at the outpost camp. 


their own 


Girls’ shelter is among the big 
trees; the boys’ is at the foot 
of a cliff overlooking the sea. 


“Eyes right! Let me hear those 
eyeballs click!” commands the 
drillmaster. These are the orig- 
inal Cedar Home Pathfinders, 
standing by for plenty of action. 
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phe wake up! 
Daddy is dread- 
fully ill and I’m tak- 
ing him to the hos- 
pital right away. Be 
sure to pray. You 
know Daddy isn’t sick 
very often and when 
he is, it’s usually seri- 
ous. I'll phone and tell 
you what the doctor 
says the trouble is be- 
fore it’s time for you to leave for school.” 

These last words Nevina heard in the 
distance, because her mother was already 
backing out of the garage. She could see 
her daddy’s dark tousled head through the 
back window of the car, as he writhed in 
pain. 

What could be wrong with her daddy? 
Would he have to stay in the hospital a long 
time? Would he live? 

Nevina, standing in the front door in her 
pink-and-white pajamas, pushed the awful 
fears away. “This isn’t going to help,” she 
said to herself. “Jesus is the only one that 
can help now.” She turned back to her room 
and knelt on the shag rug at her bedside. 

Immediately her knee rested on some- 
thing hard and cold, and a strange uneasiness 
gripped at her heart. Quickly she moved her 
knee in an effort to forget the obstacle, but 
when she started to pray, it seemed to loom 





“I want to help others,’’ wrote the author of this 
story, when she was asked why she chose nursing as 
her future lifework. She has two sisters, and lives in 
Yakima, Washington. She is earning all her way 
through Southwestern Junior College by canvassing 
in the summer and working in the business office 
during the winter. She is thinking of being a mission- 
ay someday, and is willing to go wherever the Lord 
irects. 
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CLEAR CHANNELS 





By NORETTA N. nicuois @ a 


up before her. It was all she could think of. 

Nevina battled with her thoughts. She 
knew very well the answer! Chills of fear 
made her tremble as she thought of how that 
object on the rug beside her was really an 
obstacle blocking the channel between her 
and God. What should she do? She must do 
something! Her thoughts went racing back 
over the past few weeks. 

Nevina lived in a fairly large house and 
her mother had offered to store some of the 
Dorcas materials in the 
basement. Among __ the 
many boxes and  odd- 


When Nevina knelt to pray for 


shaped 
had been brought, there 
were several stacks of 
magazines and comic 
books that the Dorcas So- 
ciety had been saving for 
a future paper drive. 

It was Sunday and all 
the household duties had 
been completed, leaving 
Nevina with most of the 
afternoon for herself. She 
had always enjoyed dress- 
ing up in funny old 
clothes, as most girls her 
age do, so the Dorcas store- 
room seemed quite invit- 
ing. Soon she was busy 
rummaging through the 
boxes, finding long dresses, 
queer-looking shoes, and 
ridiculous hats. This was 
great fun for a while, but 
after a time Nevina de- 
cided to look about for 
new entertainment. 


containers that her father she felt something 


cold under her knee, and knew 
her prayer would not be heard. 
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pray for 
something 
and knew 
be heard. 


A gaudy picture on one of the maga- 
zine covers caught her eye. Since looking 
at pictures promised to be something differ- 
ent and amusing, she sat down comfortably 
on the floor among the boxes and started 
turning pages. 

She had always wondered what was so 
bad about these magazines her parents had 
forbidden her to read. The pictures didn’t 
look very evil to her, and since reading 
was her favorite pastime she decided she 




























would try a few stories. Maybe these things 
were not so harmful after all. Why should 
her parents disapprove? 

Soon Nevina was engrossed in one of 
the magazine stories. Time passed so 
quickly she was really surprised when she 
heard Mother calling her for supper. She 
lacked only one page to finish the exciting 
story, and it was much too thrilling to 
forget now; so slipping the magazine un- 
der her arm she ran up the stairs and 
straight to her room, where she hid it 
under her pillow. 

She ate her supper a bit too hurriedly, 
and when Mother noticed and reminded 
her, Nevina felt a little cross. Then, too, 
it was embarrassing to have to answer so 
many questions about where she had been 
during the afternoon. 

Nevina really felt relieved when supper 
was over and the dishes were done. Now 
she could retreat to the quiet of her bed- 
room and finish the story. 

The ending of the story was completely 
satisfactory to Nevina. She thought of the 
story over and over again, and she couldn't 
see that there was anything wrong with 
it at all. In fact, it was a very thrilling 








story, and she was eager to find another 
one like it. As the days passed she lost 
interest in her other activities and became 
so fascinated with the magazines she had 
smuggled up from the basement that she 
could scarcely wait for evening to come 
when she might read another story or two 
without attracting her mother’s notice. 
Sometimes, after everyone else had gone 
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MORNING PRAYER 


By OLIVE C. LEARY 


We thank Thee, Lord, for morning light, 
For watchful care throughout the night, 
Blue skies and birds and happy hours, 
The sun and rain to make more flowers, 
And fruitful fields and trees and grass, 
And beauty everywhere we pass. 


Give us this day our daily bread; 
And may our lives by Thee be led, 

So that in all we do and say, 

We shall Thy gracious will obey. 

We thank Thee now for home and friends, 
And for Thy love that never ends. 


Amen. 


EEE 


to bed, Nevina’s curly blond head would 
be bent over the vividly illustrated pages, 
her blue eyes eagerly covering line after 
line. 

During the time Nevina was carefully 
keeping her thrilling new pastime a secret, 
the teacher at school stressed good read- 
ing, and explained to the students that 
anything placed in the mind that did not 
build up, would certainly tear down. She 
explained, too, that Bible stories should be 
favorites always, but that many boys and 
girls did not enjoy them because their 
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thoughts were filled with exciting senti- 
mental stories. Fiction, she said, created 
such fancies and follies in their minds 
that they lost all relish for the words of 
truth. 

Nevina had ducked her hot face behind 
a book and wished Miss Burnett would 
change the subject. 

But in Sabbath school her teacher, Mrs. 
Lindsey, had found some reason to talk 
about the very same thing. 


just last week when the educational sec 
tary visited their school, he advised the 
not to do anything that Christ would not 
do. This seemed to apply to Nevina too. 

The past few days had been getting 
more and more miserable. Then the other 
morning at family worship Daddy had read 
Psalms 51:10. Nevina squirmed and won- 
dered why so many people were preach- 
ing right to her. Why did everyone seem 
to be interested in good reading all of a 
sudden? Did they know about her? And 
were they all right and was she all wrong? 
She couldn’t forget that morning when her 
daddy had ended the worship thought by 
quoting David's petition, “Create in me a 
clean heart, O God, and renew a right 
spirit within me.” 

It was almost too much, and Nevina 
knew he looked straight at her, but she 
was positively sure she had kept her read- 
ing a deep, dark secret. Surely no one 
could know about the magazines, she 
slipped them back and forth so cautiously 
between the basement and her room. 

Then suddenly she remembered where 
she was—still kneeling at her bedside, 
trying to pray for Daddy—her beloved 
daddy who was desperately ill—and she 
couldn’t pray one word! The horrid old 
magazines were piled up like a great wall 
that shut her right out of heaven. Moving 
restlessly at these guilty thoughts, Nevina’s 
bare knee again touched the cold, shiny 
magazine cover projecting out from under 
the bedspread. 


And, as if all that had not been  ) 


Bowing her head once more on the re é 


she sobbed, “Dear Jesus, please forgive me 
for reading these bad stories. I know it 
didn’t make you happy, and it really hasn't 
made me happy either. I’ve been miserable 
inside. I’m going to take all these wicked 
magazines back downstairs, and with your 
help I'll never read another. Please help, 

To page 17 
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‘DON’T STARE AT ME!” 





THE SCOTTISH TERRIER 





By MYRON FULLER 


ing little dog that doesn’t like to be stared 
at, but which is afraid of nothing, is the 
quaint Scottish terrier. Almost without ex- 
ception he is a one-man dog. He has no use 
whatever for anything outside his own home, 
and will guard it and those he loves with a 
courage that is wonderful to see. He is a 
great sportsman, and true to his terrier 
nature, will kill anything with fur, from a 
wildcat to a church mouse, and is equally 
hard on any cat that comes within his do- 
main; however, the family cat seems to be 
something sacred, to be guarded as any other 
member of his household. 

Like the Spartans of ancient Greece, he 
can suffer pain without a whimper. His 
heart may be broken by grief, but you will 
never hear him howl about it, which is more 
than we can say about some people. 

The Scotty is a defensive fighter. He will 

























































never attack from the rear, is never treach- 
erous. He stands his ground like a sentry 
and will attack a lion if his rights are threat- 
ened. Once he commits himself to battle, he 
will die rather than run away. 

But with all his courageous nature, he 
is sensitive, almost bashful, and dislikes to 
be stared at. If you look at him intently, he 
will generally turn his head and act indif- 
ferent. One owner who wanted to study his 
Scotties always watched them in a mirror, 
so they would not know that they were be- 
ing observed. When another dog challenges 
him, Scotty will often turn away and seem 
to stare off into space. 

This strange, aloof attitude has caused 
many persons who are not acquainted with 
him to think that he is a coward. This is not 
true. What actually goes on in the Scotty's 
mind is, of course, impossible to tell, but it 
certainly isn’t fear or 
cowardice. More likely it 
is an attitude of supreme 
calm, for if the aggressor 
persists, Scotty will sud- 
denly turn and tear him 
to pieces. 

The Scotty has very 
definite ideas, and if his 
doggy point of view hap- 
pens to differ from yours, 
he can be very stubborn; 
however, if you can con- 
vince him that you are 
right, he will give in like 
any gentleman. 

He does not reflect the 
character and mood of 









his master. If he feels gay when you are 
grouchy, it is just too bad for you. He will 
still be gay. If he is tired, don’t expect him 
to jump up and be playful just because you 
want to play. 

He is indeed an independent gentle- 
man of very ancient ancestry. One author 
wrote, “Your Scotty is of a race of dogs 
so ancient that the memory of man does 
not run back to him.” While the Scotty's 
real origin is something of a mystery, we 
do find some evidence to back up this 
statement. John Lesley, in his History of 
Scotland From 1436 to 1561, wrote a de- 
scription of the Highland Scottish terrier 
of five hundred years ago. “A dog of low 
height, which creeping into subterraneous 
burrows routs out foxes, badgers, martens, 
and wildcats from their lurking places in 
dens.” Col. Hamilton Smith, author of The 
Naturalist’s Library, believes that the Scotty 
is the oldest breed of dogs in Great 
Britain. 

A well-built Scotty’s head is covered with 
short, wiry hair. When his chin whiskers 
have been combed, his muzzle is squarish. 
His small, almond-shaped eyes are almost 
black and set wide apart. His pointed ears 
are covered with short, soft hair. His neck 
is short, thick, and well muscled. He has 
short, sloping shoulders and a broad, deep 
chest. Both his fore and hind legs are short 
and large-boned. 

He stands about ten inches high at the 
shoulders and weighs from eighteen to 
twenty pounds. He carries his seven-inch 
tail gaily, with a slight curve. He has two 
coats, a thick, soft undercoat about two 
inches long and a very hard, wiry outer 
coat. The color is usually steel gray or 
black. Any owner of a Scotty will agree 
with William Haynes's statement, “All dogs 
are good; any terrier is better; a Scottish 
terrier is best.” 


Pathfinders That Play and Pray 
From page 10 


rector made the necessary investigations, 
and last spring they held meetings in that 
little mountain town every Sunday night. 

The Cedar Home Pathfinders usually 
have about sixteen members in their club. 
They believe in having a lot of fun to- 
gether playing and praying. 
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Sniff 
From page 9 


make their time shorter, wouldn't it?” inter- 
rupted Mickey. 

“Oh, there was a third thing that we had 
to do. Pasted on the side of each little box 
was a little round piece of black paper 
about the size of a thumbnail, and before 
you could go on, you had to moisten the 
end of your finger with the cotton and press 
it on the black spot. You were allowed to 
start on either the left or the right hand, 
and with either the small finger or the thumb, 
but after that you had to take the fingers in 
proper order.” 

“What good did it do to wet your fingers 
and press them on the black spots, Ted?” 

“We didn’t know that either at first. But 
you see, there were numbers marked on the 
black spots with indelible ink. When we 
pressed our moist fingers on the spot, we got 
the numbers on our finger tips. One of the 
girls had her numbers all mixed up, which 
showed that she had just been running 
around from one box to another without do- 
ing any smelling at all. Ellen said she would 
have to count her out.” 

“What kind of boxes were they?” asked 
Mickey. 

“Ellen had those little individual cereal 
boxes, but she said any little boxes would do; 
but not paper bags, because you could feel 
what was inside.” 

“Can you remember what kind of smells 
were in the boxes, Ted?” 

“Let’s see. The first one that Ellen had in 
the house smelled like chocolate, and when 
I got outside I spied that chocolate bar. The 
box beside the chocolate smelled like onions. 
They were on a lawn chair in plain sight 
not far away, and the box there smelled like 
hand soap.” 

“Was there a smell in any of the boxes 
that you didn’t know?” Mickey was curious. 

“Well, there was one that just about had 
me fooled, but I got it at last. It was shoe 
polish.” 

“Your mother would surely tease you 
about that if she knew, wouldn’t she?” 

“Why?” 

“Well, my mother would say I didn’t use 
shoe polish as often as I should or I'd know 
the smell better.” Ted laughed, but he agreed. 

“You're quite right. My mother probably 
would think the same of me!” 
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“Can you remember any more smells, 
Ted?” 

“Don’t know whether I can remember the 
order they came in, but there were ten al- 
together. Let’s see now, I told you about 
four already, didn’t I? Chocolate, onions, 
soap, shoe polish. That's four. Then there 
was cinnamon (she had the whole can of 
cinnamon standing at a distance beside the 
next box), there were toast, floor wax, 
orange, banana, and—oh yes, bleach.” 

“What a mixture of smells! But how did 
Ellen get the smells into the boxes? Did 
she put a bit of each article in?” 

“That's right. I asked her.” 

“Who made the best time?” 

“Freddy! He went around in a few sec- 
onds more than a minute, mind you! The 
rest of us took an average of about two 
minutes. That reminds me! Look at that 
clock again! Next time I'm going to set it 
when I come. Can't tomorrow, Mickey, but 
I think I can make it the day after, just be- 
fore band practice. Tell you more about the 
games then. Bye!” 





Clear Channels 
From page 14 


dear Jesus, and do make my daddy well. 
Oh, please do, if it is your will. Mamma, 
Nadeen, Nancy, and I must have our daddy. 
Please help him to come home soon and 
be well and happy with the rest of us. 
Amen.” 

Tears trickled down Nevina’s plump 
cheeks as she arose from her knees, but 
they were tears of victory and not sorrow. 
She felt so much better now. 

Since it would be her duty to prepare 
the breakfast this morning, Nevina hur- 
riedly put on her clothes and set to work 
in the kitchen. It wasn’t long until she 
heard her two younger sisters bounding 
out of bed. She hastened to tell them 
about their daddy and the happenings of 
the early morning. Nevina seemed to have 
so much faith that her younger sisters didn’t 
even cry. They went to the living room 
immediately and gathered around to pray, 
as they did every morning for family wor- 
ship. This morning, of course, there were 
two vacant places, but this fact made them 
pray even more earnestly. Nevina again 
offered a fervent prayer, because now her 
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FIND A PEN PAL HERE 


If you want pen pals, write to some of these boys 
and girls. They will be glad to get a letter from you 


Brenda F. Washington, age 14. 115-25 174th 
Street, St. Albans 34, Long Island, New York, 
U.S.A. Stamps, singing, sewing, post cards. 

Leona Tripp, age 13. R.R. #3, Little Britain, On- 
tario, Canada. Drawing, reading, writing letters, 
studying wildlife. 

Dorothy Tripp, age 12. P.O. Box 143, Port Perry, 
Ontario, Canada. Drawing, reading, writing letters, 
studying wildlife. 

Anice Earley, age 14. Route 2, Box 119, Craw- 
fordville, Florida, U.S.A. Riding horses, drawing, 
cooking, photography, animals. 

Sylvia A. Howell, 606 C Street, Lemoore, Cali- 
fornia, U.S.A. Riding horses, stamps, dolls, pictures 
of the royal family of England. 

Richard C. Gladney, age 13. 700 Morris Avenue, 
Bronx 51, New York, U.S.A. Baseball, piano, draw- 
ing, ice skating, choir directing. 

Robert W. Benson, age 12. Poplar, Wisconsin, 
U.S.A. Stamps and coins. 

Donna Schlenker, age 14. Box 401, Goodrich, 
North Dakota, U.S.A. Piano, reading, collecting pic- 
tures. 

Wayne Taylor, age 11. Route 1, Box 8, Gilbertown, 
Alabama, U.S.A. Stamps, nature study. 








conscience was clear and her heart much 
lighter. She was sure Jesus would hear her. 

Mother’s message from the hospital was 
short and not too definite: Daddy was 
resting under the effects of a hypo and 
the doctor would not know until later 
whether an operation would be necessary 
or not. 

At school that day it was hard for Ne- 
vina to study, and when finally she was 
dismissed from her last class, she and her 
sisters hurried home as fast as they could. 
They were delighted to find their daddy 
at home, resting in his own bed. Especially 
Nevina was grateful to know that soon 
he would be well and happy again. 

For the second time that day Nevina 
turned back to her room and knelt on the 
same little shag rug. But this time her 
heart was brimming with thankfulness. 
Daddy was going to get well, and Jesus 
had helped her gain a victory. 
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Books just for you Juniors—books you will read and 
reread, books you will enjoy, books you can lend to 
your friends. 


GOLD, SILVER, AND SPICE 


True stories of adventure about our neighbors to the 
south of us. Cloth, $2.75 


IT HAPPENED AT NIGHT 


Stories about things which happened at night in Bible 
times. Cloth, $2.75 


GOING UP 


True stories about real people in real life. This book 
will tell you how to be big in the things that count. 
Cloth, $2.00 


PADDLES OVER THE KAMERANG 


A story about the Davis Indians in the jungles of 
British Guiana. Cloth, $2.00 


ON THE TRAIL WITH FRECKLES AND DON 


The adventures of two teen-age boys who spent a 

in Y ite Park. Whether you have been to 
Yosemite or not you will enjoy this story written for 
Juniors. Cloth, $2.50 





Order from your Book and Bible House or from your 
church missionary secretary. Add sales tax where 
necessary. Add 15 cents for the first book and 5 cents 
for each additional book to take care of mailing cost. 
Prices higher in Canada. 
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The Joke That Wasn’t Funny 
From page 3 


the chair out from under him, and Jerry 
landed on the floor. His friends at the table 
roared with laughter. 

“I guess that'll teach you to put salt in 
my milk!” Matt exclaimed with a grin. 
“Here, I'll help you up.” He reached out a 
hand, but Jerry did not grasp it. Instead, 
he rolled over on the floor, groaning aloud 

d holding his hand on his back. 

Matt suddenly stopped laughing. This 
wasn't the way his joke was supposed to have 
turned out. He dropped to one knee. “Are 
you all right, Jerry?” he asked urgently. “I 
didn’t mean to hurt you. It was only a joke.” 

Jerry tried to smile. “That’s all right, 
Matt. I know you didn’t mean it. But get 
somebody to help me. My back hurts aw- 
fully.” 

Matt hurried to the teacher on duty and 
explained quickly what had happened. The 
teacher called the nurse, and together they 
decided it was safe to move Jerry, since there 
seemed to be no broken bones. He was taken 
home, and his family doctor was called in. 

In the meantime Matt watched and heard 
everything with the deepest remorse. “Jerry 
was really hurt badly,” he told his friends. 
“And it’s all my fault. I shouldn’t have played 
that joke on him.” 

“Aw, Matt,” they consoled him. “Jerry 
would be the last one to blame you. Why, 
he’s pulled chairs out from under people 
himself.” 

But no matter how his friends tried to 
find excuses for him, Matt stiil felt deeply 
guilty. He could hardly wait until school 
was out in the afternoon, so he could go 
to Jerry's house and see how he was. He 
wanted to make amends for the cruel thing 
he had done. 

As soon as the last bell rang he raced home 
and got the box that contained the money 
he had been saving for months to get a new 


@io: Tucking it in his pocket, he went 


on to Jerry’s house. 

He found Jerry in bed. Fortunately, the 
pain in his back had lessened by now, and 
he was able to laugh about the accident. 

“The doctor said I just wrenched my back 
and will have to stay in bed only a day or 
two. Nothing serious,” Jerry explained. 

“I’m surely sorry about it,” Matt said sin- 
cerely. “It was my fault that you got hurt, 


o 


and,” he reached into his pocket and took 
out his box of money, “I want to pay your 
doctor bill.” He held out the box to Jerry. 

“Nonsense!” Jerry exclaimed. “You don’t 
need to do anything like that. Mother says 
my school insurance will cover it.” 

“Well, I'd like to do something to help,” 
Matt said, slowly pushing the money back 
into his pocket. Then his eyes brightened. 
“What about your paper route? Is anybody 
delivering your papers for you?” 

“No, not yet,” Jerry answered. “I was 
thinking of asking Dad to do it for me.” 

“No need for that,’ Matt exclaimed. “I'll 
pick up your papers and deliver them before 
I do my own route.” 

Jerry protested, but Matt insisted that do- 
ing two routes wasn’t too much. And he 
delivered Jerry's papers for three days. He 
even offered to collect the payment from 
the customers one night. 

When he had all the money he could get 
he took it to Jerry’s home. He found his 
friend doing his homework. Jerry greeted 
him with a smile and the cheery news, “The 
doctor said I can go back to school tomor- 
row.” 

“Good!” Matt exclaimed, laying the money 
on the table in front of Jerry. “I collected 
from nearly all the customers for you.” 

“Thanks a lot,” Jerry said. “You're a real 
pal, and I appreciate it.” 

Matt looked at his friend and said with 
a husky voice, “What I did wasn’t nearly 
enough. I’m just glad you'll be back at school 
tomorrow.” 

“So am I!” Jerry agreed enthusiastically. 

“And I can promise you this!” Matt added. 
“My practical jokes are through. That last 
one wasn’t funny.” 


The Black Apple Seeds 
From page 8 


Alice screwed herself into tense knots, 
waiting, waiting. Now the men were let- 
ting more net overboard! More boats slid 
off the beach, and the nets that they carried 
were sent whistling over the gunwales of 
the boats. 

For the next fifteen minutes no one 
dreamed of relaxing. How could they? 
Then the hauling began. It took the 
strength of several husky men to lift the 
nets loaded with fish into the boats. When 
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they became exhausted, others took over 
Above the moan of the surf Alice could 
hear the men giving orders and passing 
comment on the size and quantity of the 
fish being brought in. Boat after boat was 
loaded, and she knew that God had seen fit 
once again to answer her prayers. 

Several times that day the process was 
repeated. The old people said it was the 
best catch they had ever taken. The boats 
were towed back to the village by launches, 
and the happy fishermen packed their fish 
in ice and transported them immediately 
to the city, fifty miles distant. 

Monday morning, back at school, it 
seemed to Alice as though Miss Malone 
had some special secret tucked up her 
sleeve. Alice couldn’t help feeling curious. 
Then the whole truth came out. Miss Ma- 
lone told her students that, because Mrs. 
Bentley in the lower grades had an over- 
crowded room, her highest grade was be- 
ing sent to Miss Malone, and Alice's class 
would be going into the headmaster’s room. 
Alice sat bolt upright in her seat. She 
didn’t want to believe it at first; she 
was afraid it was some kind of taunting 
dream. But then Miss Malone was telling 
them to get all their books and other be- 
longings together, so it must surely be 
true. Would Mr. Archibald be kind, or 
would he too laugh with the other teachers 
about the “queer Masons” who “didn’t know 
the days of the week”? Would he be glad, 
maybe, that she tried to do her very best in 
all her work, and to be helpful when 
needed in the classroom? Alice’s heart 
pounded faster than it had in a long time. 

The sixth graders tittered and whispered 
behind their hands as the children from 
Miss Malone’s room filed into their places. 
Mr. Archibald told them that he would 
celebrate the occasion by allowing them 
all to choose their own desks. The desks 
were large enough to seat two children 
comfortably. Alice moved shyly over to 
Elaine Brent. “Would you like to sit with 
me, Elaine?” she said, timidly. Alice had 
wondered whether there was anyone who 
would want to sit with her, seeing she 
was “queer.” Elaine’s violet eyes flashed a 
friendly smile, and she said she would like 
it very much. 

They were told to write a composition 
the very first thing. Each could choose his 
own topic. Alice looked dreamily out the 
window. Yellow leaves were falling from 
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the tall poplars by the school gates. They 
were chasing the scarlet leaves here and 
there, and playing peekaboo when they felt 
like breaking the monotony. At first she 
thought she would write about fall, but 
when she remembered the cold westerly 
winds that were whipping everywhere, and 
that winter was waiting to moan about 
the place, she decided to write about 
spring. Yes, it must be spring, for there 
seemed to be three or four springs in her 
heart right now; she was feeling so gra 

ful that she wasn’t in Miss Malone’s ao 
any more. 

“Spring is the sweetest little lady I have 
ever met,” Alice began, and the pen raced 
gracefully, if hurriedly, over the snowy 
paper. “She doesn’t wait for old Winter to 
say he has been here long enough, that 
he’s tired and wants to go to sleep. She 
runs, fleet-footed and gay, sometimes 
tramping softly on Winter’s toes. And she 
tells the flowers and grass, “Why don’t you 
wake up and come and have some fun 
with me? I’m magic. I can make you look 
beautiful—shiny or lacy, or, well, I can 
make you just as beautiful as you will let 
me. Come on, do let's go!’ Before they 
have time to answer or protest because 
they are still sleepy, she races on through 
the moonlit nights and dewy mornings, 
and calls in soft, murmuring tones, which 
nothing can resist.” 

When Alice put her composition with 
the others on teacher’s table, she slipped 
it quickly under all the others, while she 
thought no one was looking. She thought 
that if Mr. Archibald had a spare minute 
he would probably look at a few of the 
top ones, and she didn’t want hers to be 
first. She felt bashful about putting her 
thoughts on paper, and she wasn’t very 
sure whether Mr. Archibald would approve 
of what she had written. 

“Alice Mason.” Alice jumped in her 
seat. It was the next afternoon, and Mr. 
Archibald was calling her. She had almost 


forgotten she was new in his room. “Alic ) 


Mason, come to my desk, please.” Alice 
trembled in her seat. What did he want? 
What had she done wrong now? Well, 
she'd soon know. He had a cane, too. She 
knew, because Tom Sneddon had_ been 
given four “cuts” for acting up when he 
first came into the room yesterday after- 
noon, and could Mr. Archibald swing that 
cane! Occasionally the girls had to be pun- 























ished, but he usually did not use the cane 
on them unless it was for something very 
serious. 

“Come here, Alice.” He held his hand 
out to her as she approached the desk 
nervously. Oh, he had her composition in 
front of him. “I read your composition last 
night, Alice,” he smiled. “Where did you 
manage to get all these thoughts?” 

Alice looked bewildered. Where had the 
thoughts come from? 

“Out of my head, I suppose,” she offered. 

Mr. Archibald leaned back in his chair 
and rocked with laughter. Adele caught 
Alice’s eye, and there was a look of scorn 
on her face. 

“That was a very foolish question, wasn’t 
it, Alice?” and he patted her shoulder 
kindly. He seemed to know what a tumult 
was going on inside her. “Spring is the 
nicest little lady I have read about in a 
fifth-grade composition in a long time,” he 
said. “Read it to the class, please, Alice.” 

Alice felt her tongue all dry and_ hot, 
and hammers were going at her temples. 
She couldn’t utter a word. The paper 
bobbed up and down so much in her 
trembling hand that several of the children 
giggled. “Come on, Alice,” he urged. “Don’t 
be modest about the fine work you have 
done.” 

Modest? Modest? Alice bit her lip. How 
she wished she could enjoy this hour of 
triumph. This was the first real praise she 
had ever had for all her strivings in school. 
She would have to read, and that was all 
there was about it! Her voice sounded as 
though it were coming from the other side 
of the schoolroom, and her teeth almost 
chattered. Adele snickered several times 
when Alice stumbled on her words, but at 
last she was through, and with crimson 
cheeks and burning neck, she raced to 
her seat. 

Elaine said, “That was a lovely com- 
position. I am glad to be sitting with a 


i clever girl.” 


Mr. Archibald took the paper and said 
he would like to keep it in his files. Alice’s 
eyes didn’t see the room for the next sev- 
eral minutes. She was thinking of Sunday 
on the beach. The aqua-colored waters 
were rising and falling, the sun hid its 
face behind a cloud, and the world was 
suddenly chill and drear; the clouds blew 
over and patches of sunlight danced across 
the harbor. Life was beginning to look 
just like that to Alice. For a long time it 
had seemed to be all clouds and cold 
winds, but now the patches of sunlight 
were starting to show through. There 
would be more clouds, every little while, 
but she would always know that God 
would let the sun shine again before very 
long. 

She was bringing some patches of sun- 
shine to old Granny Johnson, too, and 
she was being nice to Adele, even though 
Adele did not want her to. She knew that 
when she got older she would not have a 
drawer full of unused slippers. She hurried 
through her sweeping and dusting that 
afternoon, for she had a box of sea shells in 
her desk that she had gathered for Mrs. 
Carpenter at the beach on Sunday. Mrs. 
Carpenter was a widow. She made milk- 
jug covers and table throw-overs of net, 
and sewed the bright sea shells on the 
crocheted edges as weights. Alice was glad 
to help, for she knew how badly Mrs. 
Carpenter needed the money she received 
from the sale of her work. 

“A little patch of sunshine for Mrs. 
Carpenter, because she is being helped, 
and another for me because I am happiest 
when I am helping,” Alice smiled as she 
hurried along home. 


(To be continued) 





COVER PICTURE by Bob Taylor. Story illus- 
trations not otherwise credited are by John 
Gourley. 
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I—Angels, Good and Bad 





Prepared by the Sabbath School Department of the General Conference 


(OCTOBER 1) 


SABBATH AFTERNOON 


READ THE LESSON TEXTS: 
7-9, 12; Hebrews 1:6, 7, 13, 14. 

LEARN THE MEMORY VERSE: “Are they not 
all ministering spirits, sent forth to minister for 
them who shall be heirs of salvation?” (He- 
brews 1:14.) 


Guiding Thought 


Unseen by us, but present everywhere we go, 
are the members of God’s other family—the 
angels. They are God’s agents, doing for us what 
we cannot do for ourselves, acting on orders re- 
ceived from their heavenly Commander. Were 
it not for these other members of His family 
we would be overcome with evil, for Satan too 
has many members in his family, fallen angels, 
carrying out his commands. 


“Your actions may be unseen by your associ- 
ates, but they are all open to the inspection of 
angels. The angels are commissioned to minister 
unto those who are striving to overcome every 
wrong habit, and stand clear from the devices 
of Satan.”"—Messages to Young People, p. 27. 
Let us, then, keep close to our good angel so 
that we may withstand the evil angels. 


SUNDAY 


God’s Great Family 


1. Find Job 1:6. Writing in his letter to the 
Ephesians, Paul speaks about God’s children in 
both heaven and earth as “the whole family in 
heaven and earth.” What are His children in 
the heavenly courts called? 

2. Find 1 John 3:1. What are those on earth 
who love the heavenly Father called? 

3. Find Revelation 5:11, first part. By what 
other name are the sons of God in heaven called? 


NoTE.—"Christ loves the heavenly beings 
that surround His throne; but what shall account 
for the great love wherewith He has loved us? 
We cannot understand it, but we can know it 
true in our own experience. And if we do hold 
the relation of kinship to Him, with what ten- 
derness should we regard those who are brethren 
and sisters of our Lord! Should we not be quick 
to recognize the claims of our divine relation- 


Revelation 12: 
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ship? Adopted into the family of God, should we 
not honor our Father and our kindred?”—The 
Desire of Ages (1940 Ed.), p. 327. 


For further reading: The Desire of Ages, 
p. 25, pat. 3. 
MONDAY 


Angels Before Men 


4. Find Job 38:4-7. When God spoke out of 
the whirlwind to Job, and reminded him that 
he was not there when He laid the foundation 
of the earth, whom did He mention as having 
sung songs of joy? 

NOTE.—'Before the creation of man, angels 
were in existence; for when the foundations of 
the earth were laid, ‘the morning stars sang 
together, and all the sons of God shouted for 
joy. ”"—The Great Controversy, p. 511. 


5. Find Genesis 3:24. When because of man’s 
sin it became necessary for his good to keep 
him from eating of the tree of life, whom did 
God place at the gates of Eden to guard it? 

NoTE.—tThere are different orders of angels. 
“Cherubim” compose just one of these orders. 


For further reading: Education, p. 20, par. 


3: p. 21. 
TUESDAY 


The Origin of Angels 


6. Find Revelation 12:7. In the beginning 
there were only good angels, but when Lucifer 
—the angel that stood next to Christ—rebelled 
against God (Isa. 14:12-14) many of the angels 
followed him, and the peace and harmony of 
heaven was spoiled. What took place then? 


NOTE.—Michael is another name for Christ. 
The dragon is another name for Satan, whose 


name before he fell was Lucifer. The war was 


between the angels who followed Christ and 
those who followed Satan. 

7. Read verse 8, and the first part of verse 
9. When Satan and his angels lost the war in 
heaven, what became of them? 

8. Read verse 9. When they were cast out of 
heaven, where did they go? 

For further reading: The Great Controversy, 
p. 495, par. 2 


























WEDNESDAY 
The Work of the Fallen Angels 


9. Find Revelation 12:12. What has caused all 
the woe and sorrow that we find in the earth? 


10. Find Ephesians 6:12. As a result of Satan’s 
being cast out of heaven and coming on this 
earth with his evil angels, against what are we 
fighting a continual war? 


NoTE.—“We carefully secure our houses 
with bolts and locks to protect our property 
and our lives from evil men; but we seldom 

ink of the evil angels who are constantly 

king access to us, and against whose attacks 
we have, in our own strength, no method of 
defense. If permitted, they can distract our 
minds, disorder and torment our bodies, destroy 
our possessions and our lives. Their only delight 
is in misery and destruction. Fearful is the 
condition of those who resist the divine claims, 
and yield to Satan’s temptations, until God gives 
them up to the control of evil spirits. But those 
who follow Christ are ever safe under His 
watchcare. Angels that excel in strength are 
sent from heaven to protect them. The wicked 
one cannot break through the guard which God 
has stationed about His people.”—The Great 
Controversy, p. 517. 


For further reading: The Great Controversy, 
p. 510, pars. 1, 2. 


We seldom think of the thousands of evil 
angels who constantly seek to attack us. 
They delight in misery and destruction. 


THURSDAY 
The Work of the Good Angels 


ll. Find 1 Peter 3:18, 22. To whom are the 
angels in heaven subject? 

12. Find Hebrews 1:13, 14. What is the work 
of the heavenly angels? 

NOTE.—‘“When Christ ascended to the Fa- 
ther, He did not leave His followers without 
help. The Holy Spirit, as His representative, and 
the heavenly angels, as ministering spirits, are 
sent forth to aid those who against great odds 
are fighting the good fight of faith. Ever remem- 
ber that Jesus is your helper. No one under- 
stands as well as He your peculiarities of char- 
acter. He is watching over you, and if you are 
willing to be guided by Him, He will throw 
around you influences for good that will enable 
you to accomplish all His will for you.”—Mes- 
sages to Young People, p. 17. 


For further reading: Messages to Young Peo- 
ple, p. 39, par. 2. 
FRIDAY 


CAN YOU NAME? 
Two oy where God’s family have homes? 
ee “ eee 
Two kinds of angels? _........ and 
Two leaders of the angels? and 


Two kinds of beings who are called the sons 
hr" | ar 

Write down the texts of Scripture that give 
this information. 
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INVADERS OF THE UNKNOWN —4 








THE MAN WHO REFUSED TO FAIL . 


ROBERT E.PEARY> 


BARY WAS A YOUNG 
NAVAL OFFICER>: HE 
HELPED TO SURVEY 

NICARAGUA FOR A CANAL. 
AND INVENTED A NEW TYPE 
OF CANAL LOCK: - * HE WAS 
BITTEN BY THE EXPLORING- 
Bu<c- AND MADE SEVERAL TRIPS 
ACROSS GREENLAND To 
THE ARCTIC: «ON TWO OF 
THESE TRIPS HIS WIFE WENT 
WITH HIM AND HIS DAUGHTER, 
MARIE WAS BORN AMIOST 
THE FROZEN KE FIELDS. 


Fon Sa eiibiibibiens! 


== — 


... WAS WAUNTED BY 


BAD LUCK): -» OBSTACLES, 
MISHAPS ANO DANGERS 
WERE CONTINUALLY CON- 
FRONTING HM BuT HE 
REFUSED TO GIVE UP AND 
IN 1909 TN THE FACE 
OF TERRIBLE PRIVATIONS, 
HE FINALLY FOUGHT HIS 
WAY THROUGH TO THE NORTH 
POLE — THE FIRST MAN 
TO STAND ON THE TOP 


“OF THE WORLD! - -. 
: =a, 


=~2 





BORN 1856 IN CRESSON, PA.—DIED 1920 IN WASHINGTON, D. C. 


. Meprinted by permission from Illustrated Minute Biographies by Samuel Nisenson and Wil- 
V liam A. DeWitt, copyright 1949 and 1953, published by Grosset and Dunlap, Inc., New York. 
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